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V ic to r ia  R ostov ich
W ash Duty
I Tha t  boy f rom t h e  gas sta t ion  comes  in
I had your  w el fa re  in mind .  I des igned  it  all for you.
The  m a c h in e s  run  themselves .  T hey  s t r e t ch  ou t  th e i r
s tr ings
to each  o the r .  T hey  w a n t  to help.  Just fol low t h e  
lights,
in sequence .  You'll g e t  used to it. Even t h e  noises 
will
sound l ike drums.  I t ’s easy and  I’m grate ful .  Believe 
me,
I’m grateful .  I w a n t  to he lp  too. I can  cu t  ha i r  in a 
s t ra igh t
line.  I will  color  inside  t h e  l ines of your  body and 
h id e  you
in m y  crawl ho le  w h e n  cops knock .  Only t h e  
m a c h in e s  will  know .
II Our Secre ts
The  gi raffe is e i g h t e e n  inches  tall. H e ’s a n ice  pet .
He always uses his  box  and  h e  eats  ve ry  l i tt le.
He talks back,  but  n o t  in a smar t  way.  His n a m e  is 
Alesso.
He needs  me.  I n e e d  you to d ra in  m y  too-fu l l  
breasts .
I n e e d  to f a t t en  you up w h e n  icicles h a n g  by t h e  
wall.
I spen t  years  in Swi tze r land .  I k e p t  al ive a small 
cactus.
I fed it w i th  d r ied  blood from g ro u n d  m a r row .  I used 
ESPOMA
78 C u t B ank
brand. T he  n i t ro g e n  allows th e  soil to b rea th e .  T he  
cells
b re a th e  so clearly . M ost peo p le  d o n ’t u n d e rs ta n d  th e  
value
of n i t ro g e n .  T h ey  th in k  soap and  w a te r  a re  en o u g h . 
Safe
u n d e r  sheets , th e y  le t  th e i r  h ands  t ra m p  across skin 
full
of w aste .  W e  w ill sw ea t fo r ty  m in u te s  each  day. At 
least.
I ’m m a k in g  you an offer. W e ’ll be so clean, ins ide
and  out. M y u n ifo rm  stays fresh  and  so w ill yours.
I ’ll w ash  th e m  th e  r ig h t  way. C hopchop , Daddy-O.
M en  fold la u n d ry  w i th  such qu ick  hands.
I ’ve ta k e n  to  w e a r in g  lipstick . Peach.
C u t B ank
